You are not virtuous, however great your
one virtue.   For that character rings hollow

which bears not virtue's stamp on every feature.
There is no spring made with a single swallow.

All these in thee, whether by art or nature,
divinely lodge, whom earth and heaven hallow

with every gift, and then, the perfect creature
achieved, destroy the model none may follow*

For all that's chaste with beauty here is plighted.
Here is God's grace, His worship overseeing,
here both of sin and sin's appearance hate,

and here the constant heart by naught affrighted.
Instead of Helen, love and Ronsard's being
thou art in God's nomenclature his Fate*
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